
■ TheTragedie 

To threaten me tt it'i death is mofl vnlawfull: 

I charge you as you hope to hauc redemption, 

By Chrifts, dearc bir iid fhed for ourgi eeuous finnes. 

That you depart and lay no hands on me: 

Xhedeede you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What we will do,we do vpoo command., 
a And he that hath commanded is the King. 

CUr. El roniousValfaile, the great Kirtgof Kfhgs, 

H ith in the tables of his law commanded, 

That thou flia't do no murder,and wilt thoU theii 
Spurne at his ddift, and fulfill a mans? 

T akc hcedcjfor he holds vengeaticc in his hands, 

To hurlevpon their heads that breakehii law. 

2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thec, ' 
For falfc forfwearing, and for murder too: • 

Thou didft receiuc the holy facrament, 

T o fight in quarrcll of the hoofe of Lancafter. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didfl: breake that vowe,and vvith thy frecherous blade, 
Vnripfljthe bowels oftf^ foud'aignes fonne. 

2 Whom thou wcrtfivoriie to cherifhanddefend, 

• I Howcanft thouvrgcGodsdreadfiilllawtovsj 
When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree? 

C Ur. A ias,for whofc fake did I that ill d'cedc, 

For Edwardjfbr my brbtherifbr his fake: 

W hy firs, he fends ye not to murder me for thi^ 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarf ell from his powctfull arme. 

He needes no indiieftjnor lawfilll courlc, ' 
TocutofFthofc that haueoffendedhini; ^ 

I Who made thee then a bloudy minifter. 

When gallant fpririgjbrauc PJantagcnct, ’ 

That Princely Nouice was ftrookc dead by thee? 

CUr. My brothers louc,thediueU,and my rage, 

I Thy brothers louc','fhe diue!l,ahd thy faulty 
hauc brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Oh if youlouei^’ brother,hatcnotmc, 

lam 


of Richard the third. 

I am his brother, and I loue him well; 

Ifyoubc hirdefor neede,go backc againe, 
Andiwillfendeyou to my brother Gloccfter, 

Who will reward you betfer for my life. 

Then Edward will for ty dings of my death, 

2 You arc decei«’d,your brother Gloccfter hates you. 
CU. Ohno,hclouesmc,aiidheholdsmcdcare, 

Go you to him from me. 

Aw. I,fo we will. 

CU. Tell him, when that our princely father Yorke, 
Bleft his three fonnes vvith his viftorious arme: 

And chargd vsfrom his foulcto loue each other. 

He little thought of this deuided friendftiip. 

Bid Gloccfter thinkc of this, and he will wcepe. 

Aw. I milftoncs,as he leflond vs to weepe, 

CU. Odonotnaunderhim,forheiskind, 

1 Right as fno w in harucft,t hou decciu’ft thy felfe, 

Tis he that fent vs hither no w to murder thee. 

CU. It cannot be,for when I parted w'ith him, 

He hugd me in his armc$,and fwore tvith fobs, 

That he would labour my dchueric, 

2 Why fohedoth,nowhedcIiuersthce, 

From this worlds tbraldomc,ro the ioyes of heauen, 

1 Make peace withGod,for you muft die ray Lo: 
CU, Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foulc. 

To counfcll me to make my peace with God, 

Andart thouyetjto thy owne foulefo blinde, 

Thatthou wilt war w'ith God by murderingmef 

Ah firs,confidcr,he that fet you on 

To;do this deede, will hate you for this dccde. 

2 Whatftiallwe do? 

C U, Rclcnt,and faue your foulcs. 

I Rdcntjiis cowardly and womanifh, 

CU. Not to relent, is bcaftly,{au*ge, and diuclilh. 

My friendjl fpic fomc pittic in thy lookes: 

Oh i f thy eie be not a flat tercr. 

Come thou oH my fide, and intreate for me: 

^ Prince, what beggerpittiesnot? 
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